MAN   AND   BEHEMOTH

We that are bound by vows and by promotion,

With pomp of holy sacrifice and rites,
To lead belief in good and still devotion,

To preach of heaven's wonders and delights ;
Yet when each of us in his own heart looks,
He finds the God there far unlike his books.

FULKE  GREVILLE.

O cruel goddes, that governe
This world with binding of your word eterne,
And wryten in the table of adamaunt
Your parlement and your eterne graunt,
What is mankinde more unto you holde
Than is the sheep that rouketh in the folde ?
For slayn is man right as another beste,
And dwelleth eke in prison and arreste,
And hath siknesse and great adversitee,
And ofte times gilteless, pardee !
What governaunce is in this prescience
That gilteless tormenteth innocence ?
And yet encreaseth this all my penaunce,
That man is bounden to his observaunce,
For Goddes sake, to letten of his wille,
Ther as a beste may al his lust fulfille.
But when a beste is dead, he hath no peyne ;
But man after his death moot wepe and pleyne,
Though in this world he have care and woe.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER.

Never, I think, has the just man's complaint against
the universe been put more forcibly, worded more tersely
and fiercely than in Hopkins's sonnet. God's answer
is to be found in that most moving, most magnificent
and profoundest poem of antiquity, the Book of Job.